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buried under them, so tall the flower-stalks grew.
They gathered not a handful nor a bunch of them
but a huge sheaf each which they carried under
their arm and wound the other round them in a kind
of loving embrace as if they felt, like Sakuntala of
old, that flowers were full of feeling and needed our
affection as much as human beings did. Anyhow,
even in this short time I began to perceive that in
the New World men like nature imperceptibly slid
down into extremes, and those habitual restraints
on thought and action which social convention en-
forces on men and women of the older countries were
either not known at all or, if known, were systema-
tically brushed aside to assert the elemental right of
human nature to live and move as it willed. For
instance, when out riding Thelma and her sister
never bothered about skirts and long coats but just
rolled up the sleeves of their shirt-blouses and
jumped on their horses in men's breeches and gaiters.
When bent on a long walking excursion they became
simpler still and appeared in shirt-sleeves and white
pants. Before me on my table I have their photo in
this simple get-up which shocked my people when
first they saw it as hardly the proper things for
ladies to wear under any circumstance, but which I
thought quite proper and correct for the occasion
and entirely in keeping with the wild environment
of St. Adolphe.

One evening Thelxna's mother got up a picnic to
which all the bigwigs of St. Adolphe were, asked.
The spot selected was the sandy shore of one of her
own islands. We met there at the time appointed and